CHAPTER 23

CHECKING AN ALIBI

(Thursday^ June 20; 10.30 a.m.]

JL HE CHATHAM ARMS, where Major Benson lived, was a
small exclusive bachelor apartment-house in Forty-sixth
Street, midway between Fifth and Sixth Avenues. The
entrance, set in a simple and dignified facade, was flush
with the street, and only two steps above the pavement. The
front door opened into a narrow hall-way with a small
reception room, like a cul-de-sac, on the left. At the rear
could be seen the elevator; and beside it, tucked under a
narrow flight of steps which led round the elevator shaft,
was a telephone switchboard.

When we arrived two youths in uniform were on duty,
one lounging in the door of the elevator, the other seated at
the switchboard.

Vance halted Markham near the entrance.

'One of these boys, I was informed over the telephone,
was on duty the night of the thirteenth. Find out which one
it was, and scare him into submission by your exalted title
of District Attorney. Then turn him over to me.*

Reluctantly Markham walked down the hallway.

After a brief interrogation of the boys he led one of them
into the reception room, and peremptorily explained what
he wanted.*

Vance began his questioning with the confident air of one
who has no doubt whatever as to another's exact knowledge.

'What time did Major Benson get home the night his
brother was shot?'

The boy's eyes opened wide.

* The boy was Jack Prisco, of 621 Kelly Street,
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